x889]             AVENGING CONSCIENCE                 183

There was in the killing of King Henry the sinister
humour of one who could easily say:

"Why, I can smile, and murder while I smile."

He was a mad-cap of such cheerful irony that Lady
Anne found him more irresistible than impossible, and,
when the funeral cortege passed on to Whitefriars, his
infatuation with his own mad deviltry pitched the speech
beginning: "Was ever woman in this humour wooM?"
in light tones of boastful raillery which his sharp tongue
clipped off at a merry pace. From there on crime worked
its swift corrosion, but it was only when time had laid
some years upon him, as indicated in the Richard of the
throne-room scenes of Act III, that he disclosed con-
sciousness of the spiritual conflict.

It was ever in scenes displaying the force of avenging
conscience that Mansfield's imagination triumphed over
his material and over the spectator most completely. The
cry with which Richard started from his dream-haunted
couch: "Give me another horse! Bind up my wounds!"
was for him no climax. He carried the scene on, spilling
the words in a torrent of agonised emotion, sustaining the
delirium of fears to which the sudden approach of Catesby
in the darkness added a crowning terror, and releasing
the spell only when Richard realised that no haunting
spectre stood before him, and fell on his friend's neck
with a soul-delivering sigh. On the field of battle he was
defiant and terrible to the end. When his sword was
gone he fought on, with his outstretched hands as if alone
and unarmed he could command victory with his terrific
will.

The appeals made to the senses by the pictures and
the music, and to scholarship by every aspect of the his-
torical elaboration were not preceded or followed on thee villainy, "conquest writ in
